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“THE GOOD, ‘“‘(LOLONEL ROOSEVELT was seven 
OLD DAYS C years President of the United 
ie States. During that time reforms of 
OF TAFT. vital importance to the people were 
inaugurated. Business boomed. 
Labor was well employed There was general pros- 
perity throughout the country.”—A Teddy Boomer. 


If President Tart will but put in play that 
“calm, judicial temperament” for which he is 
noted, he may draw. some comfort even from 
the RoosevELT boom. In certain quarters 
President Tart is considered “unsafe” because 
of his prosecutions under the Sherman Law, 
and various dispatches from here and there say 
that business men are disposed to blame him 
for the unsettled condition of things and for 
languishing trade. Colonel ROOSEVELT, on 
the other hand, is picked as the man to set 
things right and to “restore confidence,” Now, 
what President Tart should do is to step aside 
and let Colonel 
RoosEvELT be elie 
elected Presi- P 
dent this year, lf 
and then sim- A [Ss 
ply wait in V7 
any sort of re- a 
tirement that i. ae 
Oma 
for the men who 
criticised him most in 
1g12 tocome around and 
boom him for 1916. No 
man ever “destroyed confi- 
dence” or “hurt business” more 
than THEODORE ROOSEVELT 
did, and for this we have as 
authority some-of the very men 
and interests who now are boost- 
ing him in opposition to Tart. 
The latter’s entrance into the 
White House was hailed with joy 
in such quarters because the country 
needed somebody at the helm who would 
counteract the baneful effects of “the 
ROOSEVELT panic” in the fall of 1907. Said 
one of his critics about that time: “ Mr. Rooss- 
_. VELT, in looking back upon the wide swath of 

@estruction which his folly and his insane pro- 
pensities precipitated,” and so forth. Nothing, 
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in fact, has ever been said in criticism of Mr. 
Tart which came anywhere near matching in 
bitterness the attacks on his predecessor; yet 
what do we see at the present moment? We 
observe the creator of “the ROOSEVELT panic” 
being boomed in the name of restored con- 
fidence and business prosperity against the 
man whose poise and conservatism were to 
save the nation from RoosevELtT ruin. _ Verily, 
it is a spectacle of spectacles, and to con- 
template it with mere awe is not sufficient. 
Let President Tarr take heart. He should 
gather from recent events that nothing he 
can say, nothing he can do, will necessarily 
toll his political knell. He may “destroy 
confidence ;” he may have “insane propen- 
sities;” he may even have a panic named 
after him; and yet be biameless. Who 


THE TEMPEST. 


An INSIDE VIEW OF THE HARVEY—WILSON AFFAIR. 


Issued every Wednesday, - $5.00 per year. 
$2.50 for six months. $1.25 for three months. 


Payable in advance. 


knows but his opponents in this year of grace, 
1912, may whoop it up four years hence for 
“the good old days of Tarr”? 


‘e 


GratitTuDE is a béautiful trait. And ingrati- 
tude— oh, how base! Governor WILSON 
has been accused of the latter, once in the case 
of Smitu, and recently in the case of HARVEY. 
In each instance “trampling on those who 
made him” has been the grave charge preferred. 
It is an old story, and one man’s opinion is 
probably as good as another’s; but it seems to 
us that “gratitude” isn’t always the proper 
yardstick by which to measure a public official’s 
conduct. In many, many cases “gratitude” 
toward friends by a public officer simply means 
indifference to public welfare, sometimes actual 
violation of his official oath. It has been our 
privilege to observe that little matters like pub- 
lic welfare or faithful public service 
never bother to any appreciable extent 
the gentlemen who preach “grati- 
tude” in politics, or who are so 
deeply shocked at its failure 
to materialize. 


* 


ONE TREMBLEs to think of 
the consequences should 
Marse HeEnry’s suggestion 
of “a court of honor” be- 
come a fixture in politics. 
Tfembles, because the func- 
tion of such a tribunal, as 
stated by Marse Henry, 
would be to decide ques- 
tions of veracity; and at 
once come thoughts of 
RooseveL_t and his Ananias 
Clfib. A court for the settle- 
ment of such cases as Roosevelt 
versus Parker, Roosevelt versus Nature 
Fakers, and Roosevelt versus all the 
other “deliberate and unqualified 
falsifiers” would be one of which 
only the bravest of the brave would 
consent to be appointed judge. As for 
the Recall, he would welcome it. 


















“LET'S SEE: 


WISE. OLD OWL. 


WISE old, fat old owl once sat 
High in a chestnut-tree ; 
He saw no one, he spake to none — 
A shrewd old owl was he. 


A black old crow—the owl’s worst foe— 
Made much noise overhead ; 

A hunter heard this foolish bird— 
.And now the old crow’s dead. 


’T is best, you see, to quiet be,— 
No noise, no boast, no caw 
One owl alive beats any five 
Dead crows you ever saw! 
James W. Babcock. 
ed 


WHAT HE REALLY WANTED. 


H® walked briskly into the haberdashery and thus addressed the clerk: 
“Show me some neckties, please;—yes, half-a-dollar ones,—oh, 
blue or black;—and those shirts in that case,—let me see one of ’em,— 
not too giddy, size fifteen, and, er Say, what is 
the latest style in collars? I’d like to look at 
some, not quite so high as that, and—oh, 
yes, some socks. Size? Why, 
about ten I think, and 
black; you’re sure 
that these will really 
wear? And say, 
while you ’re at it 
you might show me 
‘a pair of suspenders, 
just plain white— 
yes, fifty cents is 
enough—those look 
all right; and some 
handkerchiefs, too, 
with an initial H, 
something about a 
quarter apiece; and 
show me a “3 
At this point the 

















TAKEN BY STORM. 





WHICH OF YOU LITTLE GIRLS 











IS GOING TO GET THE MOST VALENTINES?” 


perspiring clerk gazed over the hill of toggery upon the counter and in- 
quired: “You ’ll have these sent, I presume?” 

“Sent? Oh, no,—I’m not going to buy all this stuff. What I really 
came in for was a collar-button, but I knew that you ’d be anxious to show 
me all these things, so I thought I’d have it over with right away.” 


aA 


THE PARROT IN POLITICS. 


ISS ANNE MILLER, Suffragist, has a parrot which has been 
it is 


yn” 


taught to shout “Votes for Women!” in a lusty voice. 

said that in future Suffragette parades 
and meetings this knowing bird will contribute 
its vocal assistance to the cause. The parrot 
is green. ; 

The trouble is, that the way of the parrot 
is inscrutable, folly will say anything that 
appeals to her as being worth the breath, or 
likely to induce somebody to slip a bit of 
provender in her direction. . A* parrot exercises 
no great censorship over thé stray wisps of 
conversation that come her way; and we-are 
Jorced to suspect that Miss Miller's green bird 
would get just as much satisfaction by shouting 
a ribald jest as by moulding public opinion from the platform. 

Besides, it is thought by many that there are enough parrots in 
politics as it is; human parrots whose “me-toos” echo throughout the 
land, especially on such large occasions as — bless us! — the coming 
November month. Republican parrots hear the call of the press bureau, 
and solemnly utter “Yep.” Democratic parrots put their heads on one 
side, just as though they understood it all, and chirp, “ That’s so; 
that’s sot” And then there are the free-lance parrots, of no color, 
no permanent cage, and not even an ornithological conviction, who stand 
at the polling booths, with extended talons, and ery, as did Long John 
Silver's feathered friend in Treasure Island: “Pieces of eight— pieces 
of eight—pieces of eight!” 











4 ts claimed that Fortune fawors the brave, but we would all be brawe if 


we really beliewed it. 

















































REATHES there a pickle-hearted wight Good lack! A numskull might indite Or, even grant he cannot write, 


Amid this comic mundane show, A sugared verselet apropos, The meanest miser might bestow 

Untimely old and crabb’d with spite, Ballade or sonnet, tender, trite, Small pence on stationer polite 

In whom no tender fancies grow, Decorous ode or. gay rondeau ; For paper heart with love aglow, 

Nor frolic winds of laughter blow Or, failing rime and rhythmic flow, To wake again one bashful throe 
To cleanse again with youth divine His “loves’’ and “ doves”’ to intertwine, In lonely maid of auld lang syne, 

His wrinkled soul? ’T is he, I trow, Plain prose would serve the dullard slow Who still regrets the tardy beau 
Who never sént a valentine. . | Who never sent a valentine. Who never sent a valentine. 

ENVOI. 
Wretch, to the post-box nimbly go, And taste the bliss they cannot know 


Thy heart to other heart consign, Who never sent a valentine ! O. E. James. 





WHY NOT A TURKEY-TROT WEDDING? 








Polkville@r 


“ AMLET” was rendered night before last at the Stonecipher Opera 

House by Edmund Ammidon and his Galaxy of Metropolitan 
Stars. ‘Tuck Buck, the urbane proprietor of the Geniality Bar, next 
door to the theatre, informs us that he enjoyed the largest after-the-show 
patronage that he has ever had, considering the size of the audience. 
Shakespere, we believe, has more admirers and fewer understanders than 
any other dramatist dead or alive, and we opine that Mr. Ammidon and 
his coagulators are not among the latter. 

Our enterprising friend, Hefty Mitchell, announces “The James 
Boys”— one thousand feet of photographic fun and excitement—at the 
Oh-You-Kid moving-picture show to-night, interspersed with a high- 
class musical act by Billy—Corken & Corken— Dolly, all for tlhe exceed- 
ingly low price of ten cents. This talented couple will play all the latest 
popular and sacred music on sleigh-bells, coffee-pots, gin-bottles, octo- 
roons, calumets, and many other unexpected instruments, concluding 
with Mr. Corken spinning round and round on top of his head while 
trilling a rondelay on the piccolo, while the lady accompanies him—not 
on her head, we are assured, but on an appropriate musical instrument. 
Mr. Mitchell pledges his professional reputation that there will be nothing 
intellectual about this performance, but that it will be fast and furious 
fun from start to finish, and requests us to invite the public to come one, 
come all, without further notice. 





STRANGE, COME TO THINK OF IT. 


bE xe half the world does n’t know how the other half lives,” quoted 
the Wise Guy. 

“I never knew there were so many people to mind their own busi- 
ness,” murmured the Innocent One. 


Jnoeran Lynn. 


SPRING TRAINING. 


AGGRESSIVE MANAGER.— Here you! Get out on the coaching-lines 
and teach some o’ them youngsters the business! 

STarR PLaAYerR.— What? An’ spoil me voice for the vaudeville stage? 
I guess nix! 

































PUCK’S GARGOYLES. 


VI.—SoMETHING SUNNY AND SYMBOLICAL FOR THE SENATE 
WING OF THE CAPITOL. 


HOW IT WORKED. 


“ Ow, TOM,”’ said she, “ your love for me 
Should be your pride, your crowning card. 
You ought to act that men can see 
How much you hold me in regard.” 


“1’m awfully.mad at Tom,” she said. 
“He made our love look cheap and small. 
He proved himself to be ill-bred — 
He called me ‘dear’ before them all!” 
Walter G. Doty. 


~ 
WHY HE WAS GOOD. 


* SUPPOSE this so-called awakening 

of the public conscience and the 
subsequent passing of new laws is hitting 
you rather hard,” remarked the man who 
made a practice of keeping in touch with 
the things worth while. 

“No,” replied the big manufacturer. 
“T guess we'll continue to jolly along in spite of whatever laws 
they pass.” 

“Do you intend to defy them as long as you can, and then have your 
lawyers show you how to evade them?” , 

“Qh, no,” returned the manufacturer. “That crude way used to 
work well enough years ago, but now the public is getting educated, and 
to monkey with the laws they insist on having is getting tobe a risky 
business in these days of jail sentences.” 

“No doubt you ’ve experienced a change of heart yourself?” 

*Can’t say that I have.” 

“ But there must be some reason why you're growing more honest.” 

“ Well, if you must know, it’s because there’s money init for us. The 
fact that we obey the laws is a big advertisement, and gives us an excuse 
for raising the price to the consumer.” 


“THAT MYSTERIOUS RAG.” 


CELESTIAL SWATS. 


M*: Wi.uts.—I suppose that in Heaven we will be disappointed in 
not finding certain people there. 
Mrs. GILLis.— Yes. 
certain other people there. 


But we'll be more disappointed at finding 








 tgeptitked the fellow with more money than brains blows out the latter after 


blowing in the former. 





















































i T2® greatest curiosity I ever came across in the 
course of a long experience,’ said the first 
broker, ‘‘is a man who comes into our office every 
day, watches the ticker like a hawk for five hours, 
and cash for everything he oe oa 
‘‘fean beat that by a mile,’”’ replied the second 
broker. ‘‘A’ man came into our place a while ago 
and started to trade actively in Reading and 
Union on a five-point margin. He had $5,000 
when he began. In six months he had $50,000. 
Then do you know-what he did? -He put his 
money into first-mortgage bonds—and quit.’” 
The first broker looked almost rach “T hate 
to do it,”” he murmured, ‘‘but I’ve just got to. 
You ’re a liar!” 
a 


E ‘Foreign Situation” has been doing yeo- 
* man service for the past couple of months. 
You ask your broker whethen it would n’t be a 
ose plan for you to put a little’money into the 
bonds of the new street-railway they’re building 
through your home town out in Ohio. The broker 
doesn’t know anything about the bonds, but 
he doesn’t want you to know that he doesn’t 
know. So he falls back on the ‘‘ Foreign Situa- 
tion.” ‘‘Conditions in the foreign markets,”’ he 
ins—he has seen it all in some paper or other— 
‘are hardly such as to warrant the investment of 
capital in even the most conservative enterprise. 
The discontent among the working classes in Eng- 
land, the rise in the cost of foodstuffs in Germany, 
the danger of international complications as a 
result of the French aggression——”’ 

And so forth. You feel like asking him what all 
that has to do with the price of the bonds of a 
street-railway out in Ohio, but you hardly dare. 
If you did, he would look at you pityingly and ask 
you whether you don’t know that ‘‘all the world’s 
markets are so closely bound together that con- 
ditions on one side of the Atlantic exert an impor- 
tant influence on conditions on the other.’”’ The 
best thing you can do, really, is to go get the quota- 
tion-sheet and show him how, just at the time that 
the ‘‘ Moroccan Crisis’’ was at its worst, the 
shares of the X. Y.Z. Railway Co. rose from 50 to 75, 
while the bonds sold up from 85 to go. 


A PERPETUA 


Mr. Hearst.—Let’s see, Arthur! 





PUCK 


T= customers’ room of a big Stock-Exchange 
house is a depressing sort of a place these 
days. The ticker’s chattering is broken with lon 
waits—-as though the instrument were tired an 
wanted to rest. From up on the wall the moose- 
head stares gloomily down on the empty easy- 
chairs. Even the tarpon has lost interest, and 
looks as though he were considering shaking the 
dust of New York from his fins and going back 

where he came from. 

The ‘‘public’’ is absolutely heartless. There is 

office after office fitted up at an expense of thous- 
ands of dollars—mahogany furnishings, inch-thick 
rugs, the easiest of easy-chairs to loll around in— 
and yet the ‘‘ public’’ won’t come in, not even to 
loll, You walk into one of these magnificently 
furnished places and you positively pity the poor 
members of the firm. It almost seems to you as 
though when a firm has spent such a lot of money 
to make its offices attractive, the ‘‘public’’ ought 
to come in and do its part. If it doesn’t, how in 
the world is the firm going to make any money? 


. 


T2 Great Financier implored them to let him 
through the fire-lines. ‘‘My records!’’ he 
cried, “‘my records! Up on the fourth floor— 


haye they been destroyed ?”’ 
**Not yet,’’ they told him kindly, ‘‘but don’t 
lose hope. That fourth floor is sure to go in a 


very few minutes.” 


. 


Ov= of the funniest things in the world is to 
hear them cross-question a ‘‘big’’ witness in 
one of those ‘‘investigations.’’ In the:first place, 
the witness always knows about ten times as much 
about the business. in. question as does the man 
who is trying to examine him —if he didn’t 
he would n’t be a witness. That gives him all the 
advantage that quick foot-work gives a boxer. In 
the next place, the witness knows just exactly 
how much his questioner knows, and has an answer 
ready for every possible question. That makes 
the examiner’s ammunition about as effective as 
the fire froma one-pound gun against the armor of 
a battleship. 

It adds to the gaiety of nations, of course, to 
have them haul men like Carnegie and Gary and 
Schwab on the stand, but it certainly does not do 
one iota of good to anybody or anything. And as 
far as that goes, the international situation is gay 
enough anyway. 

e 


[s 1T anything to be proud of that we’re lending 

such a lot of money in Germany? It’s nice to 
have money to lend, of course, but if a business 
house that was su to be doing a big business 


should start lending out its capital, everyone would 
soon enough begin to wonder why ‘it did n’t use its 
money itself. 
don’t we use our capital ourselves? 


We're an industrial nation. Why 
Franklin. 





L PROBLEM. 
What suit had I better wear to-day? 








AS PANTS THE HEART. 


ARDENT Suitor.—Ah, madam, accept my 
devotion! It can never be said of me that I wear 
my heart on my sleeve! 








JERSEY LIGHTNING. 


Tt little editors at the Wilson shrine; 
One had a Wall Street taint, then there were nine. 


Nine little editors boom their candidate ; 
One was a friend of Smith; then there were eight. 


Eight little editors, moving earth and heaven; 
One proved a plutocrat; then there were seven. 


Seven little editors, turning Wilson tricks; 
One lived in Louisville; then there were six. 


Six little editors, very much alive; 
One had a bank-account; then there were five. 


Five little editors, making quite a roar; 
One got a tip to quit; then there were four. 


Four little editors, singing on the key; 
One was “a handicap ;’’ then there were three. 


Three little editors, Wilson through-and-through; 
One knew a Nugent man; then there were two. 


Two little editors, helping him to run; 
One had a cloven foot; then there was one. 


One little editor, having all the fun; 
He looked like Morgan; then there was none, 


No little editors sound his bugle-call; 
Who is left upon the field? Wilson, that’s all! 


A. H. Folwell. 
Jo 


OTHER SIDE. 


TT? Optimist.—A man doesn’t realize how 
well off he is when he has his health. 
Tue Pessimist.—Yes; but there’s always 
someone that’s got better health. 











ome people can manage to make a clean job of it even when it comes to 
doing some dirty work. 











“Over the River.” 


. “s e > . 
BE ear Lor now 


ARCEs seldom “make over"’ into good musical comedies, and “The Man from Mexico"’ 

f- suffers from the hands of the stage-manager and the song writers. This old stand-by, 
re-named ‘* Over the River,” has been tranusmogrified into a song-and-dance affair as 

a vehicle for Eddie Foy. The comedy of the original piece has not been improved—the 
introduction of ‘“‘numbers"’ gives a jerkiness to the piece. Just as things are going on 
smoothly, along come the Berlin Madcaps—who uphold the drama by shrieking at the top 
of their lungs and turning cart-wheels, doing the chopstick rag or the lockstep glide—and 
you lose all track of the story. The last act has the label ‘‘ Inwood, near New York. Every- 
body wore Mexican costumes—bolero rimed with sembrero, and a poor little street singer 
in rags and silk stockings sang about ‘‘Montezuma.” I don't know whereabouts in the 
suburbs “Inwood” is, but it must be some place. All of which isn't meant for a knock. 
‘Over the River” is the best show Foy has had since “ Piff, Paff, Pouf.. The best thing 
in the show from a comedy standpoint is the scene on Blackwell's Island. Eddie Foy as 








the convict has never been funnier. His letter to his wife, who is under the impression 
that he is traveling in ‘“ Mexico,” is great. * Yesterday,’ he writes, “I went to a bull- 
fight—mine ran first.” 

Whenever things begin to drag iu a musical show nowadays, the fat lady falls down 
and the comedian tries to get her on her feet. Apparently this is the main excuse for 
having Josie Sadler in the cast. Maude Lambert as Mrs. Parke does nothing worth men- 
tioning. Lillian Lorraine, who has a very pretty face, sings throatily and dances with about 
as much fire and abandon as a window display. ‘ Ring-ting-a-ling,”’ the best song in the 
show, is allotted to her. The musical numbers are well put on, and the chorus, which 
numbers Vonnie Hoyt, Selma Mantel, Frances Leslie, and Estelle Richmond among its 
tanks, is a wonder. Maurice, and the Marvelous Millers do some excellent dancing. The 
eight Berlin Madcaps are a poor substitute for the English Peony Ballet, Foy’s old co- 
workers. They should not be allowed to sing. W. EB. Hill. 





RHETORICAL. 


YE Bee Cocked Hat and the Last Ditch met by chance one fine day. 
“By the by,” inquired the Last Ditch, “was anyone ever actually 
knocked into you?” 
“Frankly, no,” rejoined the Cocked Hat. 
one ever really and truly die in you?” 
“ Positively no one!” confessed the Last Ditch, fully and freely. 
With which exchange of 
confidences these devices of 


“And you—did any- 








rhetoric, having regarded 
each other curiously for a 
moment, went their divers 
and separate ways. 


SWEETEST OF ALL. 


“ A RE there any sweeter 
words in the English 
language,” musingly inquired 
Professor Twiggs, “than ‘I 
love you!’?” 
“Well,” grimly remarked 
the Erratic Thinker. “I un- 
derstand that some authori- 
ties regard ‘Here's that 
dollar I owe you!’ as about 
the acme and epitome of 
satisfactory, if not saccha- 
rine, sentences.” 








A LIE may be somewhat 
hard to swallow, but 
truth isn’t always pleasant 
to the taste, either. 


TALK ABOUT THE KILKENNY CATS! 


THE ANSWER. 


T THE latest meeting of the American Protective Tariff League 
it was resolved “to fight harder than ever to preserve all the 
protection this Nation has at present, and 

to increase it where protection seems needed.” 
There is, at least, nothing wavering, nothing 
weakly compromising, about this sentiment. 
There’s the platform for anybody to inspect: 
“Keep what you've got, and grab again.” 
The Doric simplicity of this is worth some 
cogitation, it seems to us. 

But what will, or ought to, interest stili 
more that quiet citizen familiarly known as the 
Consumer, is the following statement by an official 
of the Protective Tariff League: “« The League is ab- 
solutely non-political. We don’t care a cuss what a man's politics 
are, but to secure our favor he must be for a protective tariff, We 
are for no candidate, but we might be against a candidate.” 

After you've read that once, take one more look. Those words 
carry with them the explanation of many, many things which you 
have perhaps not fully understood. Maybe you have wondered why 
the “interests” have so generously contributed to the Republican cam- 
paign fund one year, and to the Democratic fund the next, or to both 
in the same year. Perhaps it has pussled you that, whichever party 
has been in power, the “interests” have been cared for as tenderly 
as little Ruth at grandma's home. Maybe you have cudgeled your 
brain for the reason why none of the “big men” in business seem to 
have any particular faith other than a firm belief in that energising 
stimulant which makes the mare go. To Mr. Wakeman, of the 
Protective Tariff League, you are indebted for the answer to these 
perplexities contained in the frank statement quoted above, 

















THE MAGIC 
WHAT WENT INTO IT AND WHA 


q 





Prsorcenmor 


MAGIC HAT. 


T AND WHAT CAME OUT OF IT. 
: 








THE PESSIMIST’S VERSION. 


T is n’t snowing snow to me, 
It’s snowing aches and chills, 
With rheumatism, pleurisy, 
And heavy fuel bills; 
It ’s snowing some six rods or more 
. Of walk to shovel off, 
And quantities of chilblain sore 
And large amounts of cough. 





It is n’t Snowing snow to me, 

But cold sores on my lip, 

And icy spots, hid treach’rously, 
Whereon I’m sure to slip; 

It’s snowing Shivers up my back 
And quinine’s bitter blight, 

And water-pipes that freeze and crack 
And chilly beds at night. 


It is n’t snowing snow to me, 
But cares to make me thin, 
And urchins who, in fiendish glee, 
Snowball my. derby in; 
It ’s snowing caverns in my pay 
And slush when this is through, 
And, worst of all, those folks who say : 
“Well, how does this suit you?” 
met tes 1 Walter G. Doty. 
eo : 


THE ENGAGEMENT. 


% Wir do you think?” announced. Mrs. 
Dimple, as she met her husband at 

the door. “I’ve just had’a letter from Marjorie 
. Wainwright announcing her engagement. You 
know she was in my class at college. You’ve 
heard me speak of her quite often. She’s en- 
gaged to Tommy Arnold, the handsome, dark- 
haired young man that used to come to our 
college dances—you know you’ve heard me 
speak of him. He is awfully good looking, and 
just as nice/ ‘They are going to be married very 


soon, I guess, from what Marjorie says. Of 


course there’s no reason why they Should n’t 
be. He’s got perfect loads of money, and I 
know Marjorie likes him awfully. well. They say 
he’s just crazy over het. Marjorie thought 

I did n't know a, thing about 
it, but Alice Winthrop — 
you know she was in my 

_ class, too—wrote me quite 
a while ago that Tom was 
awfully devoted to. Mar- 
jorie, and she said then’ 

that she would n’t be 
surprised if the 
engagement was 
announced almost 
any time. . You 
know Marjorie 
and “Alice - both 
live in. Philadel- 
phia, and. Tom’s 
home is in Buffalo. 
Alice says they 
met about six 









the first time since 
our Senior dance. 

Ae /T think it was‘at 
the Chattertors’ 

house- party down 
: at .Warwick. He’s 

Ths Shine be ieweeyp's’ been in Philadelphia 
His parents say: “Some day,my. dozens of times since 
then, Alice says. I 

a “j should n’t wonder a bit 
“That's what if Marjorie was plan- 


They all say now. Me . . ¢ 
guessee NOT!” ning to be. married in 


THE OLD GAG. 


ad, 
You may be President." 


months ago for: 
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Oh, awful was the life he led, 
From early morn till time for bed. 


























Ill. 
He heard the Missus make a row, 
But snickered: ‘Pet, L.’ll fix you now!” 


April. . She .always-said she would. like to be 
married in April. I never could understand 
why—June is so much nicer. I am going to 
write and ask her if she won’t postpone it until 


‘June, in case she has decided on April. You 


know Aunt Julia has invited me to go abroad 
with her for April and May, and I ’ve accepted. 
Marjorie said once that she would do anything 
forme. We are awfully good friends, although 
of. course Florence Mayfield was my chum at 
college—you know you ’ve heard me speak of her 
lots of times. After Tom and Marjorie are married 
we must have them down for a few days. I 
wonder who the bridemaids will be? Stella 
Ellsworth, of course, will be one, and probably 


Dorothy Woodman for another. Yon know. 


they were both in my class at college. . Mar- 
jorie and Stella were roommates. I wonder if 
it will be a church wedding? I wouldn't won- 
der a bit if it was, and probably they will have 
a big reception at the house afterward. I’m 


going to write this evening and ask Marjorie if . 


she won’t put it off till June, in case she has de- 
cided to have it in ° 
“Is supper almost ready?” 

..“Why, I guess it will be in a few minutes. 
Don’t stand there in the doorway. ‘Take off 
your hat “and coat and come-in and sit down. 
And do you know you haven't even said 
‘Good evening’ yet!” William Sanford. 





Until one day he chanced to meet 
His Fairy Godma, short and sweet. 























Instead of Henry at the door, 
A mouse rushed in with fearful roar. 





























v. 
‘* Hereafter-I "Il. do that,” said he, 
‘* Whenever you get fresh with me.” 





ONE -ECONOMY. 


gaa Ezra.—This here Government is run 
awful extravagantly. 

Uncite Epen.—Yes; just see how much 
they spend for these weather bureaus when 
they could just as well go by the patent-med- 
icine almanacs. 











be more distinctly up-to-date a thing is to-day, the more distinctly out-of-date 


will it be to-morrow. 
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“It is free to everybody, ree-mem-bar; it is fur-ree to ev-ery-bod-day! 


Hh’ usually rides along somewhere in the rear of the massive plate- 
glass den wherein are amicably ensconced the beautiful Circassian 
snake-charmer and her well-selected assortment of vile and venomous 
reptiles — which, perchance, is left uncovered so that the public eye may 
observe the peculiar type of loveliness to which serpents and gentle- 
men in Circassia are most susceptible—the bull-necked personage with 
the cyclonic voice and a face which seems to have but recently been 
hand-hammered out of red-hot iron who, at intervals, as the cages 
and rumble-wagons chug by, instructs us to follow the parade to the 
show-grounds, where the gur-rand-frex-i-bish-yawn will immediately take 
place, placing particular stress on the fact that it is free to everybody, 
ree-mem-bar; it is fur-ree to ev-ery-bod-day! 

Sometimes he declares that the grand free exhibition will consist of 
a lady sliding on a single wire from the apex of the tallest canvas to the 
ground, and sometimes he doesn’t. It makes no material difference, 
however, for after we have hustled and rooted our way to the grounds, 
and Willie has had his balloon busted the first thing, just as I told him 
he would, and Lucian has been tromped on by a feller that was drunk, 
or just as good as, or anyhow I know /’d look where I was goin’ once 
in a while—Aw, it don’t make any difference whether there’s a free 
exhibition or not, for if there was, you’re so busy and het up you 
would n’t know it, tryin’ to see what this feller on the blue box is 
yellin’ for, and that feller over there is hollerin’ about, and fighting 
to keep the children from getting stomped to death, and looking at 
the banners with pictures on ‘em of things that never happened 
in the livin’ world, and endeavoring to hear yourself think in the midst 





ys” 


of such a rumpus, and all this and that and t’ other, till, by ginger, if you 
was an Argus with eyes all over his tail you could n’t see everything and 
dodge everything. 

Of course, it is the “free” —the something for nothing —that catches 
us, when everybody with any sense would know that the circus can’t 
afford to give anything free and pay wages and feed the Wild Man and 
the Behemoth of Holy Writ, and all the rest. No, it is just to toll us 
down to the grounds, so’s the sideshows can get a dig at us, and the 
lemonade-stands, and the big man that steps on your toes in front while 
the little man behind, with his coat on his arm, snakes your wallet out of 
your hip-pocket, and so forth, before the big show commences. To be 
sure, you need n’t— but, dad blame it, the children begged so hard thata 
body couldn’t resist ’em. A person’s a child only once, or—heh! 
heh!—twice, for I-gosh! if the most of ’em don’t act like they was in 
their second childhood when the circus comes to town! 

And, — well that is pretty much the way it goes through life. We are 
everlastingly running this way and that to witness some grand free exhibition 
that neverhappens. This whoopy-hooraw, for instance, about going back 
to the land is largely for the purpose of selling real-estate for more than it 
is worth. The reformers are working to get on the Chautauqua circuits. 
The grand free exhibition promised by the politicians seldom materializes 
after election. Your son-in-law used to make tall talk, before he edged 
into the family, about the exhibition he was going to give of supporting a 
wife, but—eh-yah! And it would n’t surprise me-if some of us push and 
shove to follow the gentleman with the horns right into the Other Placeif he 
promises us a grand free exhibition as soon as we get there. T. P.M. 
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Mrs. GADDER.— Now, Nora, in your cleaning, be sure to move everything 
out and to sweep under it. 


























Nora (some hours later).— Begorry, yez shtuck loike th’ ould boy, but Oi 
moved yez, yez divil! 








ALL CLEAN. 
“ Madam, can I seljgyou a vacuum. 
cleaner?” 
“No sir; we haven’t got any vacu. 


All over America 
ums in this house that need cleaning.” 


WV} e A, 7G) 17 ey —Chicago Tribune. 
/ E g MOST “Ma, am I the descendant of a 
monkey ?” asked a little boy. 
POPULAR 








Quire ANOTHER THING. 

Penpennis.—Did you see Hooker 
when he came in from fishing ? 

Warrincton.—-Yes; I was on the 
pier. 

“Were there any fish lying about 
him?” 

“No; he was lying about the fish.” 
—FPhiladelphia Times. 
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“I don’t know,” replied the mother, § 
“TI never knew any of your father’s 
folks.” 

The father, who was listening, went 
out in the coal-shed and kicked the cat 
through the roof.— Kansas City Star, 


Pears’ 


Pears’ Soap is the 


SuHopmMan.—The fresh herrings are 
very nice this morning, m’m. 

Lapy.— Er—have they roes? 

SHOPMAN. — Well, m’m, all fish is 
dearer at this season! — Punch. 





























great alchemist. Women 





are made fair by its use. 











Sold continuously since 1789. 
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a COLLARS & CUFFS te 


A perfect collar for the busy man. Linen style, linen fit, linen 
appearance and no laundry bills. At Vealers—Style Book 
FREE on Request. The Artington Co., 725 Broadway, New York 


Note style 


2% bottling 











‘This is the 
Guaranteed 
Original 

ackage. | 
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It is handled by the 
best dealers thruout the United States. 
If you cannot find it we will tell you 
where you can be supplied right in 
your neighborhood. 


Beanveim DISTILLING Co., 
Louvisvitte, Ky. 











OUT TO-DAY! 
Puck’s Monthly 























wae ' Magazine 
@ “The man who can’t spare time k FOR 
for outdoorrecreationusuall y holds Tue Host (suddenly appearing).— Ah, here you are! I was just FEBRU ARY 
the averages good by taking time looking for you, so I could introduce you to each other. Mr. Meier — 


to be sick.” —E bert Hubbard. my niece Laura. —Fliegende Blatter. 
@ Reverse the epigram. Mi eos SEF eae 


Brimful of Furi from Cover to Cover 


Over Seventy IIMustrations 








@ Be friendly with the snow and Fh aang hla meine fore gg nar i 
7 . stamps. CU. W. Abbott & Uo., Baltimore, Md. 

ice~ the freshness and vigor of a P BEST - Aarenare 

winter day—satisfy your needs— : mnesaeeite ae 

mental, spiritual and physical. - Price Ten Cents per Copy 





@ Since health and happiness Walk ; 


await you in the open air why 
wait longer for an introduction— ‘THIS is the poem 
THE OUTING MAGAZINE will that you read in 





Vy 7 Walk ! All newsdealers, or by mail from the 
ou, * publishers on receipt of price 
ae 


Address PUCK, NEW YORK 





























give it to you NOW. PUCK years ago and ar . OUT TO-DAY! 
@ Subscription price $3.00 year; have been looking for | © > / fA 
all news-stands 25 cents. It may We ‘ec tial WHOLESALE. 


A man walked into the office of the 
Western Pacific recently and asked for 
a pass to Oroville for himself and eight 


be clubbed with other magazines 
at $2.50. “WALK, 









































OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY 9 children. Charlie Craig, the chief 
OUTING MAGAZINE yacwing __ . evmue nanpsooss III W. A | K a - clerk, looked at him a moment before 
‘ he could reply. 
No Excuse. as a Booklet, m e, “You are in the wrong department,” 
EXCUSE. . readable type, with said Craig, finally. “What you want is 
Of the diplomatic circles aa Gelight- original illustrations, at a special train.”—San Francisco Call. 
ful woman whose English is still French. Ten Cen Co 
She was urging an officer of the navy = ts per Copy. ideas Mei 
to attend a ball, the invitation to which Admirers of this famous poem 2 DRU1 es I 
he had already declined. will appreciate a ee Tue Wire.—I do believe I would 
“I can’t,” he protested; “I have — in handy pocket pes? dead if you were to come home 
a Oh aoom “Y ts i le d : 09 L af Str New Y. k ge ayn will have to offer as 
“ Oh,” ied, “I will lend you ew r , UTE.— ¥ 
it ot Sean Success. Address PU CK, 295-3 om os . a bigger bribe than that.—Jndpls. Press. We 
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4 SUPPOSING. An Easy Cuoice. 
um. 4 t W. t IF Mary Garden wore more clothes, Ss : 
Grea es ern And Russian dancers ran to hose, Christie MacDonald regaled a number 
wacil eS aliens tint? mnie menee of friends with this anti-prohibition tale: 
ning ® EXTRA DRY Appear with hair served pompadour, “An old Scotsman was threatened 
oa If Carnegie refused to give with blindness if he did not give up 
Advice ‘on how young men snould live, drinking 
If Theodore gave ‘‘1”’ the snub «Hy 6. Sete ca ghee 
of Kad shelved the Anenias Clab, Now, Mc lavish, said the doctor, 
s The only American Cham- {| If ‘Taft once frowned, and left behind ‘it’s like this: You've either to stop 
pagne ever awarded a That talk of the ‘judicial mind,” the whisky or lose your eyesight on 
other, Gold Medal at Foreign || If Bryan had no word to say md <choost’ 
< ‘ . and you must choose. 
ther’s Expositions: But let his party go its way, «¢ Ay, weel, doctor,’ said McTavish 
If weather men were sometimes right, ? ? Dk - etd Borrieo at tHe Sprincs, Buon Pest. HUNGARY 
Paris Exposition, 1867 And street cars seldom filled at night, ‘I’m an auld man noo, an’ I was ee ee pis 
weng France If those six books that sell the best | thinkin’ I ha’e seen aboot everything : 
le Cat Paris Exposition, 1889 Were not more junklike than the rest, worth seein’.’”— Young's Magazine. A WOMAN went into a butcher shop 
Star, France If Edison and Burbank quit and asked to see a 25-pound piece of 


: . 
Paris Exposition, 1900 Announcing some new wondrous hit, meat. The butcher cut off a chunk 


If in the chat about The Game : 4 ® ie 
France One never visioned Ty Cobb’s name, cco a it | weighing that amount and asked her 
Vienna Exposition, 1873 where she wanted it delivered. “Oh, 
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If cables never creaked and sagged 












































’Neath Kipling’s verse, and fl DR. ELDERS’ TOBACCO BOON BANISHES all ’ 0 66 gaat an 

| ustria ag Kipling’ bo on Faodbogg agged PR. ~ v hike tt Ghne Ss 'aoiic aaa I don’t want to buy it,” said she. “The 
Bruxelles Exposition,1897 oe ae ts ’ tive, quick and permanent relief. Easy to take. doctor told me I must reduce my 

How unfamiliar would life seem!— Exchange. | No craving for Tobacco aftet the first dose. One reine 2 Ges 1 

Belgium eta so thaub Wanan ind A ellen cena. Sean weight that much, and I only wantec 

Bruxelles Exposition, 1910 tee results in every case or refund money, Send to see how much it would be.”—Aan- 

he eo eae RSM) | titers senttactum, Dept sy, se doscphe Me 845 Cily Journal. 
Remerecmiriem naar a — 
eAMnaT Y IVE n y a - a poem 4 
Pleasant Valley * Ty. lll | 
ee ’ D LEG 

en Wine Co > \\') SHE WouLp Desert HIM. VARICOSE VEINS, Barre. ™ 
” _ \" H r.—Marie suppose you and I are promptly relieved with inexpensive home treat 

Oldest and Largest Champagne ’ ‘ ment. It absolutely removes the pain, swelling, tired 

Producers in America | were all alone on a deserted island ness and disease. Full particulars on recerpt of stamp 
a | i ; ’ ° W. F. Young, P.D.F.: 423 Temple St. Springfield, Mass 
. Rheims New York | what is the first thing you would do? | —_—___— a ee 

a Sue.— ak” I knew A ScripruraL Point or View. 
vis CES 10w to swim.— Variety Life. vacated ney . : pee 

al Dix’s Fix. ope eI 2 hs | omnes apr a By a paying 

. J ; ¢ < mining calls all my life, and have never 
Mrs. Dix, the wife of the Governor of New York, has decided ideas of her | HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS PCa good thing yet 
own on various political matters. Mrs. Dix’s name is Gertrude. | PAPER WAREHOUSE SHEePHEerRD.— ene ram called. dear 
At a dinner-party at the executive mansion in Albany the talk turned on | ni a : - . 
: e x Bs 7 . ‘ 82, 34 andl 86 Bleecker Street. - ° Rew Pane friend, but few are ¢ hosen. -—— Sydney 
the difficulties of the Governor's position, with some comment concerning | 8#4e# Wauxnousn: 29 Beekman Street, § * >a Mets : 
All kinds of Paper made to order | B ulle fin. 


Murphy, the leader of Tammany Hall. 











“Yes,” piped the Governor’s niece, who was present, “Uncle John cer- 


tainly is in a dickens of a fix trying to compose what Aunt Gertrude says he Laugh and Grow Fat ! Take PUCK and Laugh ! 


must do with what Charley Murphy says he must do.”—Saturday Evening Post. 
































— A WILD-CAT ITEM. D n° W 
ed Pace NN | - t oS ) 
, : t | About the Increased Cost of 
Living when you can 

SUBSCRIBE FOR 

The Foremost and Most Widely 

e Quoted Humorous Weekly 
2 As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 
— @ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 
a @ lt is attractive pictorially, because its artifis are among the bea. 


@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 


@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 














he 
or supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 
ht “4 
ef Tue Nursery GovERNEsS.—When Moses struck the rock what happened? Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 
re : ; ; 
KITTIE (a promoter’s daughter).—I suppose he floated it.—Sydney Bulletin. 
” 4 rt. Pe RS 
. If your newsdealer does n't handle PUCK, PUCK, New York 
4 pote'e Bumers tocol Sieeatss inpnccs our geting ask him to order it for you. Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
the very best. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. me a liberal package of sample copies 
| of PUCK. 
| Tell Your Newsdealer 
d So : | Dc cce. cocvesscecocecccccscoeetesecess 6000s seaseuniet 
. Mrs. KaL_er.— Cooks are such ignorant things nowadays. 
Mrs. Justwep.—Are n’t they? They can’t do the simplest things. I asked eR Ei islies icsonene pecnessesqrenincgbtiminigdbneninnl 
" mine to make some sweetbreads the other day and she said she* could n’t.— 
Washington Star. NEXT WEEK. seecetetinecsnsneeee tees case aenencneensnenananeneanes 























The 10 and 11 Models 
of the 





emington 
Typewriter 


are Visible Writers—and more 


if 
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These new Re ion models ly visible writing under 
new bg hace anc wg Blagg 

eae ai eae oe te ee ae 
strength with visible writing—note the type bars. Note 
specially. See they are hung in a double row. This 
ves roont for the broad pivot bearings Note the bar itself, 
; from a steel d ig he te 
known, made a rop forging. pare 

with the ordinary thin bar, stamped out of sheet steel, and you 
will understand one reason why the very name “ 

stands for Strength and Reliability in a Typewriter. 
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Shanahan's Old Shebeeo. 


or, 


“THE MORNIN'S MORNIN.” 


By Gerald Brenan. 


Re pregenemcanga PE PN 
appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a ‘Booklet, in large, readable 
type, with the original illustrations, at 
TEN CENTS PER COPY 


Admirers of ‘‘Shanahan’s Old Shebeen’’ will appreciate the opportunity to secure 
copies in handy pocket form. 





















Address PUCK, .:: 295.309 Lafayette Street, New York 

















A Deapty Expert. 
A certain great Chicago physician 


and A. S. Trude, a lawyer of that city, ae oa 
are close friends, but one time when 
the physician was called as an expert 
witness in a case T'rude was on the 
opposite side and had to cross: examine. 
‘The physician had given his expert 
testimony. It upheld the contention | 
of his side perfectly. * 


When it came Trude’s turn he 
squared away, glared at his friend 


and, after the usual preliminary + 
questions, began the examination: 
“ Doctor, you are frequently called | 
into consultation when prominent men 
are ill in this community, are you not?” 
oT ot IMPERIAL 


“Were you in attendance on George EXTRA DRY 


M. Pullman?” “I was.” 
“Where is Mr. Pullman now?” i 
ak aor? CHAMPAGNE 
“Ah, yes! And were you called in| ; 2 
by Mr. Marshall Field?” ‘I was.” . 
“Whereis Mr. Field now, maylask?”| | Served Everywhere 
“ He is dead.” 
“Indeed! And were you in attend- 


ance on Philip D. Armour?” “TI was.” a 
“And where is Mr. Armour now?” FOR MEN OF GRAINS 


“ He is dead.” 'IGARS 
Trude knew that his friend was called 


in consultation in almost every big case; aQA ADE AT KEY WEST 


in Chicago, and there was.a malicious! _ 
gleam in his eye as he named dead 
man after dead man and asked if the 
expert had attended them. After he 
had named about a dozen prominent 
citizens who had passed away he turned 
to the jury with a wave of his hand, as 
if to say: “There’s your expert!” and 
sat down.— Saturday Evening Post. 























shia posh MS Geese, (23\ 
Bar Keepers Friend 


will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals ©: 
oem bain cleanin 25c 1 Ib box. For sale by drug; 
ists and dealers. nisod ie stamp for sample to 




















° 
KinD Lapy (with the bird in her hat).— Litule boy, do you know where 
people go who are unkind to any of God's creatures ?—London Opinion. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER, 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 





Mupp, oF MARYLAND. 
The late Sydney Mudd, of Maryland, was on a train going eli Wash- 


ington to his home when a man who had taken too much to drink sat down . 


beside him. The passenger blinked at Mudd for a moment. Then he lurched 
over and asked: “Shay, whash your name?” 

“My name is Mudd,” he replied. 

“The devil you say!” said the other. “You got nothin’ on me. My 
name’s Dennis.” —Z xchange. ; 
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NEW Ww BOOK 
bi: shed by tl 
_M D. (Norw: 
wonierful rest 
sion. —Newa. " 
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NEW BOOKS” "The Hair’ ite phrsiclogy,enatomy.| ‘Dip that aviator friend of yours 


biished by the European specialist H. D. Achershaug, have a successful season?” 
fim D. (Norway), has made a great sensation. “Its “e 
won-lerful results have astonished the medical protes- Very. Hemore than made enough 
sion. —Newa. ‘The Book, WITH SWORN STATEMENTS to pay all his h ital Syl 
and doctors’ aN” is _ a ? ye ot pay S hospita expenses. — 
. te tage, etc. ress the author, H. D. Acher- : ‘ 
4 ‘ MD. 301 West 89th Street, New York. Detroit Free Press. 
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His Wire (who has just returned from a short visit to the country ).—John, 
fancy these people still having a sale! 

He.—You’re quite wrong, my dear. 
morning again, when they heard that you’d got back! —London Opinion. 


They ’ve just got out their tickets this 


Tue GENTLER Sex. 


Tuey were talking of war, and the young man mentioned that one of his 
ancestors was killed during the Revolution. ‘He was a brave man,” he said, 
and we are all very proud of his record.” The young woman looked pensive. 

“T had an uncle who was killed in the Civil War the very first battle he ever 
went into,” she said. “He was only a private, so he had n’t made any record.” 

“That was hard,” said the young man, “to be shot down in his first en- 
gagement.” 

‘‘He wasn’t shot down,” said the young woman. “He fell and broke his 
neck when he was running down hill. I think war is awful cruel, don’t you?” 
— Youth's Companion. 








WING to the many requests 
for the original drawings of 
pictures that have appeared 

in PUCK, the Publishers have de- 
cided to place them all on sale. 
These drawings by PUCK’S 
artists are in various methods, — 
pen-and-ink, “wash,” crayon, pen- 
cil, etc. The original drawing is 
from three to four times as large 
as the printed reproduction. 
PUCK has a large selection of these drawings by his 
representative artists framed and on exhibition in his own 
art-gallery, Puck Building, Lafayette and Houston Streets, 
where you are cordially invited to inspect them at any time. 
The prices vary. PUCK will gladly quote price on any 
drawing you may select. Refer us to it by giving page and 
number of publication in which it appeared. Price will 
include express charges to destination. 
This is an opportunity which many of the admirers 
of PUCK’S artists have long sought. 


These Drawings Make Unique Wedding or Birthday Gifts 
Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 
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FOR SALE—Puck’s Artists’ Originals 
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THE SMOOTHEST 
TOBACCO 








‘*Take it from me, my friend — 
Velvet ought to soothe your pipe. 
It burns even, slow and cool—you 
never have to coax it. Velvet is 
made of selected Burley—the fine 
middle \eaves—aged two years till 
they are mellow—till the sting is 
all cured out. Full of flavor and 
smooth—smooth as a smile.” 
Some folks are missing a lot 
of tobacco cheer. If you are, 
hadn't you better investigate ‘‘ the 
smoothest’?? Any _ tobacconist 
will start you on the right road 
with a big, red tin. 


SPAULDING & MERRICK, 
Chicago 





10 cents /or 
full 2-0unce tin, 
5 cents for 7- 
ounce bag — con- 
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wenrent for cigar- 
, . etle:. 
TOBACCO 
REE 
“Your cat made an awful noise in the back garden last night, and-———” 


“I’m awfully sorry, Mr. Houston, but since he ate the canary he thinks 
he can sing!”—London Opinion. 
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NO LAUGHING MATTER. 
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Cheerful Idiot: 1 SAY, HERE'S A FUNNY THING: IN OLD TIMES 
PEOPLE WERE BROKEN ON THE WHEEL; ow THEY GO BROKE ON 
TIRES! 


This is an example of Puck's Original Drawings. Size 91/2x9.' Price $5.00. 

























































